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convenient moment to go inside. The muzhik's face was
handsome and thoughtful and he had mournful eyes. He
was tall and broad-shouldered, dressed in a patched kaf-
tan, a clean cotton shirt and brown home-spun trousers,
with worn boots on his bare feet.
For some reason the mother gave'a sigh of relief.
"Could you take me in for the night?** she said sud-
denly, in response to an instinct swifter than her grop-
ing thoughts.
The minute she had said it, everything in her grew
taut—her bones, her muscles. She drew herself erect and
looked at the man unwaveringly. But barbed thoughts
kept pricking at her mind: "I'll be the ruin of Nikolai Iva-
novich: And I won't see Pavel again for a long, long time.
They'll beat me,"
The muzhik answered unhurriedly, keeping his eyes
on the ground as he pulled his kaftan over his chest.
"Take you in for the night? Why not? Only mine'? a
poor sort of hut."
"I'm not used to better," said the mother.
"All right," agreed the muzhik, raising his head and
measuring her with his eyes. It was quite late now, and
his face and eyes shone coldly in the dusk.
"Then I'll come quickly. Maybe you'll carry my suit-
case for me?" she said softly, with a feeling that she was
slipping downhill.
"All right."
He lifted his shoulders and pulled his kaftan together
again.
"Here comes the cart," he said.
Rybin appeared on the veranda. His head and face
were wrapped in something §rey and his hands were tied.
"Good-bye, good people!" came his voice through the
cold twilight. "Seek the truth, and treasure it! Trust a mad
who brings you the honest word, and don't spare your-
selves in defence of the truth."
"Shut your mouth!" shouted the chief of police. "Lash
those horses, you fool of a policeman!"
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